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IF YOU CAN DRAW THIS PICTURE YOU HAVE TALENT! 

Send your picture, along with $400 to cover the cost of mailing and 
handling, to The Famous Counterfeiter’s School and win a course worth 
IVi to 10 in Federal Court! 

• Show your friends that you have talent! Initiative! Charm! An awful lot of nerve! 

• Be the first kid on your block to get a guided tour of Lewisburg Penitentiary! 

• Send your $400 NOW and be set for the next 10 years! 

• Just ask yourself: is this the way Norman Rockwell got started? 

• If you don’t want to take the course... send the money anyway. 

THE FAMOUS COUNTERFEITER’S SCHOOL 

87 Cell Block D — Fort Leavenworth, Kansas 66027 
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THE BIG KISS-OFF 

Dear Crazy, 

I loved your feature on the Kiss 
concert in #62! I thought it was terrific, 
far-out, zaney, and lunar. I hope you do 
one again? 

Scott Bickelhaupt 
Dallas, TX 

People, 

I liked issue #62 t especially “Crazy 
Goes To A Kiss Concert”, I think Kiss is 
as Crazy as you? 

Aaron Domm 
Cuyhagoa Falls, OH 

Dear Crazy, 

I really liked your “Crazy Goes To A 
Kiss Concert” in issue #62. 1 just wish 
you guys wouldn't use the same or stale 
jokes! 

Bill Langhorst 
Gaithersburg, MD 

Weirdoes, 

I think you guys made a mistake 
when you said that Gene Simmons is 
really hot stuff in the “Kiss” piece in issue 
#62. You should have said that Gene 
Simmons is really weird stuff. 

Trey Butterfield 
Tifton, GA 

Dear Crazy, 

I just finished reading issue number 
62. Your "Crazy Goes To A Kiss 
Concert” feature was awful! All of your 
magazines are awful. In fact, your 
magazine is so awful that I got a 
subscription. 

Sonny Westerholm 
Langley, BC 


LETTERS FOR WHICH WE ACCEPT 
LITTLE OR NO RESPONSIBILITY 

Dear Sirs, 

Mindy MeKenney is a sexy fox. ff 
Laura Gromes sees this... tuff!! 

Steve Kline 
Columbus, OH 

Dear Crazy, 

One day a chicken died. Another 
chicken came around and pecked it, and 
said “Yum yum! Good chicken! 

Susanne Jefferson 
Charles City, VA. 

Dear Crazy, 

Wow! You really printed my letter! 
Say, please print my other letters, too! 1 
like to see my name in prim. 

Jeff Lilly 
Denver, CO* 

Dear Crazy, 

Your magazine is great, and very well 
put together* But,,.why isn't ii funny?? 

Jeff Lilly 
Denver, CO. 

Dear Crazy, 

When will this letter be published? 

Jeff Lilly 
Denver, CO. 

Dear Crazy, 

This letter wasn't sent by Jeff lilly, 
who lives in Denver Colorado. 

Jeff Lilly 
Denver, CO, 

Dear Crazy, 

] have one question for you...why do 
you publish stupid letters like mine? 

Jeff Lilly 
Denver, CO. 

How long have you had this 
problem? — Ed, 


**★**#*★* ★ ■*****'#■# + 

Boy, did we goof again! Last issue 
was cover dated August, #66, but you 
may have noticed this issue is #66* 
Well, we had the right month last Ish, 
but the wrong number! The August 
issue was really #95! And only the 
September Issue, which you are now 
holding in your sweaty little hands> is 
really issue no. 66. Got that? You 
see, Aug. #66 was really Aug. #65, 
and Sept. #66 is the genuine #66. If 
you are still confused, send 50c and a 
S.S.A.E. to: Wrong Ish Explanation, 
c/o this mag, ana we will ignore it 
completely and spend your money. 



IS THERE A CORONER 
IN THE HOUSE? 

Dear Crazy, 

I think issue no* 62 really slunk. 
Why don't you write something that's 
actually funny? 

You made a mistake in the 
“Queency” parody. On page 9, instead 
of saying nothing, Queency said mot king! 
Well? How about an explanation? 

Danny Miller 
Aberdeen, S.D. 
Mothing doing- —Ed . 

Dear Crazy, 

I just started reading Crazy magazine 
with issue #62. 1 like Queency and Bad 
Breath (not necessarily in that order...)* 
Tommy Fowler 
Texas City, TX. 

Lunatics, 

In issue #62, the "Queency” parody, 
you had a man wearing a jacket that read 
Bow Wow Dog food , Inc . burying 
corpses. Well, there really is a Bah 
Wow f .. I should know. My dad is 
executive vice-president of the company. 

Ray Rerick 
Rolls, MO. 

Well.. .goody for you! —Ed * 

Dear Crazy, 

1 loved Queency very much. You 
should do it again. 

Anne Shaw 
Glenview, ILL. 


Dear Crazy, 

I've just bought my first issue of 
Crazy, #62. I read the satire “Queency”. 

I found it funny, and also vile, grotesque, 
gory, and disgusting— l loved it! 1 wish 
you would put more sickening violence in 
your parodies, because I'm a sadist. 

Ethan Davis 
Vancouver, BC. 

If you thought “ Queency ” was fun¬ 
ny, you must be a masochisr —Ed * 
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TEEN HULK0PH1LIACS 

Dear Crazy, 

My favorite section of your magazine 
is Teen Hulk. So far I've read parts 1 and 
2. Tm looking forward to the neat part, 

Blake Legge 
Northridgc, CA. 

Dear Crazy, 

I like your Teen Hulk comic strip. 
It's very funny. 

Serena Hart 
Hounra, LA, 


PARENTAL GUIDANCE SUGGESTED 


Dear Crazy, 

l got my first copy of Crazy today, I 
liked “T.V. Shows Into Movies”, “The 
Advantages Of Bad Breath*’, and 
"Queency”. I hope you can print my 
letter, but 1 have to go now; here comes 
my mother. 

Andrea Gaskin 
Philidelphia, PA 


Dear Crazy, 

If you don’t print this letter, HI show 
your magazine to my parents! 

Dylan Greedy 
Austin , TX. 

Dear Crazy, 

My parents caught me reading Crazy, 
and they said it was junk and grounded 
me for a week! But, I still love your 
magazine. 



UPFRONT 


Hey Guys, 

Your front cover on issue 62 was 
great! 

Gary Winrieh 
For Mill, S.C. 

F,$,— the "Wisk” commercial was a 
stun, too! 


LETTERS PROPHETIC IN NATURE 

Dear Sirs, 

Where do all your left over 
magazines go to? And don’t give me any 
stupid answers. Be serious (Gad! I'm 
asking a magazine called Crazy to be 
serious!). Let's have a satire on the 
* * Dykes O f Hazzard * 

This letter will self-destruct in two 
minutes. If not, the Mounties have 
bungled again. They’re so dumb, 

Jeffery Ciglich 
Ottawa, Ont. 

Dear Crazy, 

I love "Star Wars”, and wish you’d 
do a satire of it, v 

Jason Bitner 
Lock Haven, PA, 

No! Never! — Ed, 



ASSORTED RIFF-RAFF 

Dear Sirs, 

I think Crazy is stupid, gross, and 
disgusting. I love it! 

Anonymous 
Palm Desert, CA 

Dear Crazy 

If you don’t print this letter. I’m 
going to flush myself down the comode 
and commit sewerside! 

D. Mitchell 
Hurora, MO. 

Nitwits, 

1 wish you would do a satire of 
"Going In Style”, ’cause that's wnat 
you *re doing. 

Tracy Ames 
N orth an son, ME. 

Dear Crazy, 

1 realize that good material is hard to 
produce. Therefore, you have my deepest 
sympathy. 

Jacob Smalley 
Ogden, UA. 

Dear Crazy , 

I really like your magazine. But why 
don’t you print more stuff by Stovo 
Skeates? He is very funny and 
everybody’s favorite. Why don’t you 
have Steve write the Howard The Duck 
stories? He would be very good at it. 

Steve Skeates’s Mom 
Alfred, N.Y. 

Hey, Steve, does vour mother dress you 
funny t too? —Ed. 

Dear Crazy, 

If you don’t start putting serious 
answers to the letters you receive, 
including mine, 1 am going to stop buying 


your magazine, and throw all the past 
issues that i have into the fire. 

J.P. St. Pierre 
Leucadie, CA, 
P.S.— Sorry I couldn’t think of 
something more threatening. 

Dear Crazy, 

I hate your magazine, but don’t ask 
me why I buy every single issue. 

David Capare!liotis 
Framingham, MA. 
Hey David, why do you buy every 
sing/e issue? — Ed. 

Dear Crazy, 

I enjoyed reading issue 062, especially 
"How To Live On 10<r A Day”, How 
about the $500. from your parents to keep 
you away? 

Kay Bihl 
Houston, TX 
Yeah t how about it? — Ed. 
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Boy, you wanna talk EXCITING? Lemme tell you, after the CRUSHING defeat of the Empire’s dreaded HURT STAR— not to 
mention the 200 MILLION SMACKEROOS made by the first movie— the bad guys’ve decided that they’re TH ROUGH being MR. 
NICE GUY and have EXPANDED the war throughout the galaxy! Now they wanna put down the rebellion... AND earn another 
coupla million bucks for the PRODUCERS... 


STAR WARTS TOO: THE 
EMPIRE STRIKES OUT! 



Writer: Paul Kupperberg Artist: Bob McLeod 






Hoc-boy! Didya ever have one of >: 
those days when it just doesn't pay § 




to get outta bed? 


Iyummiei 





























































































































Listen, whatdaya want— a plot or (ogle?! Just use 
the farce already,., and then maybe you could go see 
the great goody knight teacher Yogi on the planet 
Dagwood! You can use alt the help you can get! 


Gasp! Choke! Here ! 
am, lost in this frozen 
wasteland, half-dead 
from frostbite— and the 
batteries in my light 
sabre have run out! 


OF 

COURSE! 
The Farce. 






1 


What will I do,,. 
What will I do?!? 


Remember The 
Farce, young Lunk 
Skyschleppar... 
Use the farce! 


And maybe you 
could drop me a 
postcard every 
once in a while? 
it's awfully 
lonely being 
dead, v’know! 


It — its Oboy Wonton 
Canope.., the man with a 
name like a Chinese menu! 
8— but you're dead! 



Lunk! We've been lookin' all over for 
you — but you can stop worrying! Yer 
or buddy Hans Off is here to save you! 


What are you, outta 
gp yer mind?! Buzz 
, off,, cop a walk! 


Poor kid...he's delirious! he'll be better when we get 
back to the Base, and to his friends, Jike 
Chewtabacco! 




Shaddap already, kid! I'm gonna save you 
even ifI have to kill you to do it! 




i: -I i.v • I mV ■ | J 

...Yes, that incredible po¬ 
wer of the mind called 
the farce that allows a 
man to do wonderous 
things with but a 
thought! Yessiree, won¬ 
der why I didn't think of 
this before! 


But I don’t wanna be saved, stu¬ 
pid! Who wants a big hairy alien 
when there’re all them broads 
here?! Go took for an old lady to 
help across the street or sum— 
thin'l 


Hows about 


Hotcha!! 
another little martoonie, 
honey? 
































































But you didn't say “May I?" before 
you spoke! 


Boy... is he strict! 


Yes, Admiral 


Oh, Hans... I’m just sooo worried 
about poor Lunk! Do you think 
he’ll be okay? 


•gmmm 


Wait... Look! Lunk's conscious! 


You can stop overacting, 
Princess Ladeeda... the com¬ 
puters say he’s going to be just 
fine! 


mrnlm 

ffit&W ^ X; 


Oh dear mercy me, yes indeed! And isn't that sweet. 
Princess.,. be*s waving to you! 


l -'" *A 

/.Y.»rr.Vj 






jv.vKv: 


: i^ v - 


■ 


Otvoh! Thales 
what I was 
afraid of... thafs 
the same com¬ 
puter that pre¬ 
dicted I'd win an 
academy award! 


0m$MPL OPPLOP 
W$£i?m FiZZ FIZZ! 




1 1 

1 


Lord Deal 

highness 
rebel bas 
you 

h Wader m 

— we thir 
e... on the 

pleased, < 

iaster, sir 
ik we’ve 
: planet II 
Dh great c 

, sire, your 

found the 
Aoth! Are 
>ne? 


M 



/fini 

i 

V.J 



u 


























































































































































































































































































































































He’s tall 


I’m tall! 


he's handsome 


—__ ■ i i Mima 

| I’m handsome! 


and he’s incredibly 
brave! 


Vm handsome! 


Ooh T ooh,„ 

Help! The 
Empire's at 
tacking! 
Empire's 
attacking! 


; [ ;.V.V.;.;X;!-jvX\vvt; 


'/1 ...besides, a fella can get hurt in them wars! 


VOOTIE! NYUK 
NYUKNYUK! 
FRAZZLEWRAZ- 
WARAZZLE 
DING-DONG! 


iilliil 




...Just a 
hunch, I 

guess...! 








Oh sura. Me 2 You 2, 


that’s easy for you 
to say! 




That's my personal property, fella..,what T d you think 
you're doin', anyway? 


Hey,,,are you Yogi, the great Goody Knight 
who taught my mentor, Oboy Wonton 
Ganope (the man with a name like a 
Chinese menu!) how to be a warrior? 


Lookin' tor this, kid... It gets 
living in this jungle for fiOO y 
...BROADS,.-! 


Weill— it all depends 


B— but I wan* *£££ 
na become a 
goody knight, er- 
Yogi! W, 


On what? 


| On whe— 
y theryou 
£ brought 
$ any cash.,. 

I ain’t in the 
S teaching 
biz for my 
% health, 
| 3 y'know! 




I’ve had enough of all that silly fighting back ihere. 
l guess i’ll just take Oboy Wonton Canopi’s advice 
and check out the planet Dagwood 
Mr n r 






















































































































































































































































































































Sure, kid.*.an 1 I wanna be six feet 
tall! How d’ya think I feeL.ME, 
who's major accomplishment was 
playing a second string munchkin 

in "The Wizard OfOz"? 



Why didn't you say so in the first place, dummy?!? 
Lemme have that or bottom dollar*.* and also that 
one on top... 


it ,,.And so it shouldn't be a 
* total loss, gimme all them 
3 dollars in the middle, too! 



Now, your first lesson is.. REMEMBER 
THE FARCE! 




XfiTS- 

1 


That's it? All that 
moolah and all you can 
tell me is to remember 
the farce? What Kinda 
deal is that? 


For you,.* not so hot— for me, 
it's a living! 



Ooh.. Yogi— my friends need me! They’re 
in b-M-i-g trouble! 


Yes, a friend named Death Wader! 


Ah*ha! 1 knew my train— 
ing would come in 
handy! I'll bet you found 
out about 'em because 
of the farce! 


,.,or creep, or fink, 
01 ' ! &$%#$&* !?!...! 


No, i found out about 'em 


n because of the post office... 5 
; Princess Ladeeda sent me \ 

/ a postcard! 




in 



| 

wll 



yf --i jr 
























































































































































































































































































But how'm I gonna get outta 
here? I My ship’s trapped in the 
mud! 


Not the power of the farce 
of the mind... the power of 
the Farce Towing Service! 


Yep, the good ol’ farce 
can help you out in a 
tight spot tike you 
wouldn't believe! 


What’d yah think I’ve been 
tryin“ to tell you all along, 
you silly little goody 
kinght! You gotta use the 
farce to get your ship 
free.,. 




Oh-oti! Y — you’ve chopped off my hand! Do you know 
what that means...?!? 


So you’re the one 
who tracked up my 
nice clean garage, 
huh? Goonh, J 
could give you 
such a hit! 


Sure... now there's 
no one to applaud 
your performance 
in this moviel 


mmm 


But now it's over, kid! You've had 
your shot in the spot light and 
now it's time for the farce to take 
over... 


Yes, the farce... the FARCE OF DAO TELE 
VISION SCIENCE FICTION! Ark ark! 




■' ■■ 


Whoooopa 


; 






















































































































































GROSS ENCOUNTERS PARTI 

FREE ALTERATIONS 
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Have you ever looked back at the 
type of literature you used to 
read when you were really young 
— you know, those so-called 
Children’s Books? Let’s face it — 
those books are really weird! It’s 
no wonder we all grew up to be 
rather whacked-out. In fact, it’s 
surprising we didn’t all become 
absolute drooling idiots after 
reading such silly things as... 



Children’s 

Classics 


Writer: Stephen Lewis Skeates 
Artist: Mary Wilshfre 





One day Kitty Kitty Puffball the Third awoke to find that 
he no longer had a nose. 

He was glad he didn't wear glasses, because, without a 
they would have fallen down his face and into his 
mvuth and he might have swallowed them. 


Kitty Kitty had loved his nose. 

It had been one of his favorite parts of his face. 

And now that he no longer had one, he wanted to cry. 

But whenever he would cry, he would wipe and blow his 
nose. So now, without a nose, he couldn't even cry. 
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Nor could he smell any of those wonderful odors that 
abounded there in that quaint little house on Maple Street. 

The dean laundry. 

The dirty laundry. 

The kitty litter box. 

The week old garbage. 

The sump pump. 

His master’s body odor. 


Maybe someone had stolen his nose. 

Or maybe it had simply fallen off while he was romping 
through the tall weeds yesterday afternoon. 

He wanted to go out and look for his nose. 

But he didn’t want anyone to see him. 

They’d notice he didn’t have a nose and they’d laugh at 
him. 








So, he searched around in the children’s room upstairs 
until he found what he needed — 

A big plastic nose with funny glasses attached to one end 
and a big bushy mustache on the other. 

One of the kids had worn this on Halloween. 


Once outside, Kitty Kitty first went to see Wise Old Mr, 
Owl. 

“Can you help me, Mr, Owl?” he asked. “I can’t find my 
nose, and I want to smell.” 

“Listen," replied the Owl, “you smdl as bad as you 
always have." 
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“And what's this about losing your nose? What*s that on 
the end oF your face? The Goodyear Blimp? 1 remember 
once when 1 was a youngster I thought I had lost my wings, 
when actually,,/ 1 

Kitty Kitty didn't want to hear about the Owl’s problems. 
He had problems of his own. 

So he left. 

And the Owl didn't even notice he was gone. 


Next, Kitty Kitty went to see Wise Old Mr, Plastic 
Surgeon. 

“Mr, Plastic Surgeon/ 1 Kitty Kitty said, *Tve lost my 
nose. Can you make me a new one?" 

“I don't work on kittens, or any other lowly dumb 
animals," replied the snooty Plastic Surgeon. “Besides, if 
you don't have a nose, then what's that underneath your 
glasses? A watermelon?" 




"This isn't a real nose; it's a plastic nose/ 1 responded 
Kitty Kitty. 

"A Plastic Nose!" shouted the Plastic Surgeon, "You 
came to a Plastic Surgeon wearing a Plastic Nose! What is 
this — some kind of a plastic joke? Are you trying to make 
me fed insecure? Are you trying to say the noses I make 
look like that silly thing there? Grr! Rarrrr!" 

Kitty Kitty couldn’t understand what the Plastic Surgeon 
was getting so upset about, 


So he left. 


“Oh woe is me," Kitty Kitty said to himself on the verge of 
a nervous breakdown. “I'll never have a nose/ 1 

And, despite the fact that he had no nose to wipe, he did 
start to cry, anyway, 

"What's wrong with you, little friend?" someone asked. 

It was Wise Old Mr. Clown who liked to give kids free 
candy and take them for rides in his car. 
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“So, it’s plastic. Mine's rubber/' replied the Clown. 
“And it squeeks when l squeeze it!” 


And, to show what he meant, he proceeded to honk his 
nose. 


H Listen/’ said the clown, “it you don’t like that nose, 
then let's trade. I’m getting sick of this old ihing anyway/ 1 

And so they did. 

And the Clown left very happy, feeling that the irate 
parents who were out to lynch him would never recognize 
him now. 

It was round like his old nose but it was bigger. 

Kitty Kitty liked his new nose. 

He couldn’t smell with it, but he could squeeze it and make 
lots of obnoxious noise. 


“I’ve lost my nose/* Kitty Kitty replied. “And don’t say. 
'Well then what’s that on your face?* I'm sick and tired of 
everybody saying that all the time. This is a plastic nose! 
Get it? It isn’t real! It’s plastic!” 




I ■ 


j 

. 


So, Kitty Kjtty rushed home happily and went back to 
sleep. 

And, when he woke up in the morning, the big red down 
nose was gone, and he had his own cute little brown nose 
back. 


OTHER BOOKS 
by Reginald Pooler 

THE KITTEN WHO LOST HIS EARS 

THE DOG WHO LOST HIS TAIL 

THE CONSTANT READER WHO LOST HIS PLACE 

THE FERRIS WHEEL RIDER WHO TOSSED HIS 

COOKIES 

THE FACTORY WORKER WHO LOST THE USE OF 
HIS LEGS 

and 

THE TEENAGE MISFIT WHO LOST THE USE OF 
HIS MIND 


On sale wherever sick tracts are sold 



He was very happy. 


I 

j f 


■im 


And the fact that his ears were now missing- 

Ah, well, now that’s another story. 


—THE END- 
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Rock N 
Roll! 


This is 
the best 
field day 
ever! 


Hey, gang! Free 
brew! If you 
don't have a 
cup just stick 
your face under 
the tap! 


Party 

hearty! 


Oh wow! 
Far out! 


...ANDTHE BORING REALITY. 



All students who 
wish to participate 
in the sack-race 
must register 
with Mr. Delong! 
Students without 
program cards will 
not be given sacks! 


This is 
the worst 
field day 
ever! 




Line up in 
size places 
and have 
your program 
cards ready! 


Artist: Mary Wilshire 
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CULT 
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HMg60MTEP 

WATTLES 


TRA6EPV STRIKES 


TURKEV PACK 


SACRIFICIAL OFFERING 


MAN CONQUERS TI/RKEV 



FIRST THANKSGIVING 


BRIGHT FUTURE 
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Now it’s legal for gas stations to charge for extra services like air, water, and checking your oil. You know 
that’s going to set a crazy precedent sooner or later we’ll all go broke... 


WHEN CONSUMERS HAVE 
TO PAT FOR EVERYTHING 

Writer: Mike Pellowski Artist: Ramona Fradon 


Restaurants will start charging 
for things like water. 



Napkins will no longer be free, either. 




And there’ll also be an extra charge 
for silverware. 


Fast food chains will sell cheaper hamburgers, but charge 
extra for the bun. 



Doctors will charge extra for tongue depressors and 
checking your heart and pulse. 



Dentists will follow the doctors’ example and charge Naturally, airlines wilt start charging extra for air sick' 
for rinse. ness bags. 
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The price of stamps will remain the same, but you’ll have 
to pay extra for stamps with glue. 



Taverns and bars will charge extra for ice in drinks. 



At the grocery store, you won't be able to use a cart for ...And you’ll also be charged extra for bags to put your gro* 
free. You'll have to rent one... cerias in. 



Cruise ships will make passengers pay for life Jackets. 



In addition to their regular fee, psychologists will put 
parking meters on their couches. 
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People will start charging for giving directions. 


And never get in trouble in the water if you’re broke. 



Even little kids will find adults unwilling to assist them without some form of payment... 



Hitchhiking won't be the same... 


Neither will borrowing from the neighbors! 
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A CRAZY FUMETTI 



INTELLECTUALLY INSULTING PICTURES, which in the past brought you such film 
classics as The Thing That Voted Republican, and I Was A Teenage Brussel Sprout, now 

presents... 


BREAK) 

OF 

FRANKENSTEIN 


;n£ STOUT At, rtAitffSAWii IKOO* wrs in Pi*0“ 

til QiiC TtQt* HHt ?l$TtGtQV$ H0 ifl£«* T i/rCA frC* (Vi'TH AvTlML P£H — 
} SQfitS innrtQ0ttQ£*t ' f£ Ofl SnOUlfi flf 




Screen play by \f ARC lit l GUI) 

Directed, photographed t hi, 
art directed, cast timed, and 
catered by MICHAEL SI 1.1 H I \ 
Kitchen hi JIDYHROU \ 

( ast; 

Huron l on Kaiser-Rod. . Peter Hr am fey 

Ygor . Hen fee 

l( ith: 


Hons ( bail ah off 
as dw monster 


I Isa / unc/lfnafer 

as the bride 



(see ‘‘Who's Who In Mad Scien¬ 
tists” under Kaiser-Roll...”) 


“it all started here, in the mountain retreat of 
Baron Von Kaiser Roll, noted mad scientist... 



They all 
laughed at 

me.,. 


—and made fun of 
my nose when I told 
them of my plan to 
transplant a human 
brain into a loaf of 
whole wheat bread. 



Nevermind 

that. 


—When I pull this switch, 
twenty thousand volts will 
charge through that whole 
wheat bread, giving it life! 
Just think, soon that 
bread will be able to 
discuss current events! 


Afterwards, I will be- I 
come famous and re* 
spected... not to mention L . 
popular at parties. 


And lit be 
able to af¬ 
ford a 

he m pec- 
tom y! 
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Ready? 


J This'll be 

electrify* 

ing’ShocI 


ing! Shock 
!ng! Even,, 
w w — 


Throw the 
switch 
already! 




He's a 

genius, 

master! 


\ shall now test its intelligence. Tell me, bread, 
what's the capitol of Kentucky? 


Louisville, and what s 
it to you? 



The bread.., he’s 
destroying the lab 
equipment. But 

uihuOl 


HI tell you why, I m lonely. I want 
a companion, a comrade... in 
other words, a dame! 
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So who 

doesn’t? 


Aha! I 
thought so 
...He wants 

a female. 


So get cracking! 
How about makmc 
some phone calls; 




This! She's a pure 
pumpernickle bread. She 

hails from the mid-west, 
and her hobbies include 
swimming, sailing, and 
fooling around with 




Nuthin* 
says lovin’ 
like some¬ 
thing from 
the oven. 


Yes my dear, bread does not 
live by man alone! 


with 
you. I know 
which side 
my bread 
Is buttered 


Spread it over 
me, yes, 
ves.ves! 

5^ 

Egad! I’ve cre¬ 
ated monsters! 

i ^ - 1 - — f— 


I Hey good looking 
SyJ ...how about some 
peanut butter? 


Come, my dear, I'll take you 
away from all this! We’ll go 
to Paris and meet croissants 
and seeded buns. Well be 
the toast of the town! 



What hath mine hand 
wrought? Mortal men 
| were not meant to tamper 
with such cosmic forces 




Those crumbs 
must be 
destroyed by 
yours truly! 



Hmmm.., 

Chomp! 

Chomp! 


Master! 
The pea' 
sants are 

revolting! 


Of course they 
are! They don’t 
bathe regularly! 


No! No! TheyYe rebelling! 
They demand bread! 


Let them 
eat cake. 


The Moral: ,l As Yeast 
Sow, So Shall Yeast 
Reap!” 
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CRAZY Looks At 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg 



Cat?!? 


Hey, let's-sneak 
off somewhere 
and grab a beer, 
Ralph! 


Look, guys -■ I 
found a cat in 
the woods. 


LEMME OUTTA HERE! 


Gee, \ 0on’t know. 
Sob -■ the boss 
warned us about 
that! He said he’d 
fire anybody grab¬ 
bing a beer! 


You guys 
can stop 
worrying 
about the 
boss... 


That’s it-that's the 
last time we take 
city kids In this 
camp! 


...and start 
worrying 
about the 
bear that’s 
going to 
grab you! 


f hear they set a real 
nice table in the camp 
dining room. . 


Y’know, I hear 
this camp has 
made a million 
aire out of its 
owner. 


Hmmm. I’d better get 
him something for 
that biackeye! 


That’s true -un- 
fortuantely, he 
was a billionaire 
when he started! 


9 Why so down, Sid? 
SB You’ve just had a 
f day off and I saw 
you talking to that 
gorgeous redhead 
at the drive-in! 


How about a raw steak? 


Are you kidding? He’ll eat it 


The man said he 
wanted knots ■■ we 
gave him knots! 


I know -1 asked 
her fora date and 
she said “It is a 
dubitate actuality 
as to your fortuity 
as to your squiring 
me this eve,'' and I 
said I don't get it- 
and she said 
“That's what I 
said!" 










































































Summer Camp 


Artist: Ned Sonntag 



! heard there’s nude sunbathing 
at the girl's camp across the lake! 


What’s the bii 
hurry, Dave?! 


IHELP!! I’M SINKING IN QUICKSAND! I 


Who’re you? I don't remem 
ber seeing you before 1 


Hey! Aren’t you going to put on 
your bathing suit for the swim?! 


I’m Albert! Don't you re¬ 
member -- I'm the Kid who 
put the snake in your steep 
ing bag Iasi week! Now 
help! 


You 

mean 


/ this isn’t 
what they 
mean by 
a dog 

~ paddle?!? 


C'rnon, Melvin - you 
know that's not what I 
meant when I told you 
to do the backstroke! 


Snake, huh? 
Weil, don't 
rush me- I'm 
thinking! 


Barry... weren't we 
supposed to be 
taking care of a 
whole bunkload of 
campers?!? 


Who's swim 
ming?? For 
thal, I'm 
gonna run 
across! 


Yeah - the tables are 
beautiful - unfortu¬ 
nately, the food they 
put on them tastes 
like mud! 


Oh, I took care 
of the little 

buggers, all 
right!! 


So what if Kevin 
wet the bed again 
last night!? What 
are you getting so 
upset about? 


Because it was 
my bed he wet! 


Hello, m 
Hello, fo' 


Maybe archery's not your cup 
of tea after all, Nelson..,! 












































































r $A% THESE, VCH, H45 anyone TUSMSQ w 

4 EATH&? WORN OUTGLPfife,,, A LITTLE 
RA&&EP AROUA/P m£ £0065 , ANP.,, 


(3MM7 GROSS ENCOUNTERS PART 2 

THE LOST AND FOUND 
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I PtoOiCMGSO TC>Aa£H&W££>0E/Vr/l£r'& GAM*t4 XAyCAVrry' 

P£GOC£X, £^MEV/MS®> OMfSTTF* WE&HSrtWPS M//H£&^//V/MO*1£Wng & 
CY/& tf£/M/l/smcw r&4A&y&?/H£P/MTO A 7Z/A r £¥ZAf 7&?¥*E& 7/7MAS Ae7M0ttV\/AS 




...NOPE* 

n or ou 

CHESTER 
. WEEMS. 


'GOLLY... LAPIES' CHOICE IAHP 
HEBE I AM IN MY SNAZZY NEW 
SUIT/ I CAN AFFOep TO BE 
MA<SiYAMMOt/S IP ONE OF 
THESE MALA-WAV GOOD LOOKIN' 
\J3IBlS AS VS ME.,. I WON'T TURN 
'EM COWN... 



IN FACT, IF AT HECK, I'LL EVEN 
M£0/OCA£ » OUNCE WITH A 
LOOKIN' GIRL GIRL WHO'S POWN 
ASKS ME... I LL I RIGHT i/GLY/ A 
STILL PANCE ^ AMm. 

WITH HER. 



r EVEN THE 1 
UGLY SlRLS 
ARE PIANCWG 

WITH EACH 

)i OTHER/ A 


r MAYSE IF 
r'M iUCA/y 

THE EARTH 
WILL OAE7V 
AHVSmfUOi 

. ME UP/ 


OH SOP/ IM 
THE ONLY ONE 
LEFT * THIS IS 

MOPT/fy 
MW/ 
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LET 5 MASH 01S 
POTATO HEAP, 
BOYS'' _> 


WELL. WELL> 

WHAT’S Ptr? 


EVERYTHIN'S TT 

. GOIN... _> 


MEAN 
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YEAH/COME 
OUTTA PE RE. 
x YOU' 


VO-HOO? SPECIAL 
PBuveay CHAM 
. LETTER/ y 
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SAINTS Be PRAISED.' 

the CASH 80Xf But 
V HOWJ* _ _ 


'TIS A MYSTERY TO US 
AS WELL, MA'AM. THIS 
PERPETRATOR BODE 
RI&HT INTO THE STATION 
BEG&INS ?OB POLICE > 
v PROTECTtOH* ^ 


... IT WAS 0I& 
AND SBEEN...ANP 
USLV AS SIN ,.. 
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Writer; David AHikas Artist: Dave Morris 


Versions of hit songs that didn’t quite 
make it! 


I've eaten neater-looking cavemen than 
these guys... the Morones! 



Lyrics penned by writers 
with brains 

Sung to soft, melodious strains? 
Say goodbye to modal tonality 
And say hi to total banality; 




in style 




And even bathing once in a whits 
Every hair in p/ace— 
do you recall? 

Don 't assume if you cannot 
That your memory is shot 
Rock never realty was that way 
at atf! 


Do you remember rock *n 
rot! stars 

Who knew how to play 
their guitars? 

Do you rememberpre-new wave 
rock 7? roll? 

Do you remember pre-new wave 
rock f n rott? 
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No.. . I don't do 
the Cfearasfi 
commercials! 
You want a dude 
named— 


We don r t need no plan 
to ration 

We don *t need no excise tax 
We don’t need no regulation 
On the safe of Cadiitacs; 

Hey, Congress, please get off 
our backs! 

Holy hell, we’re just a 
struggling oil cartel 
Holy hell t we're just a 
struggling oil cartel . 


Though we each make 
billions yearly 
All our profits are disbursed 
For those ads in which 
we ciearfy 
Tell the world we Ve 
empty-pursed; 

Hey, Peace Corps , come and 

aid us first! 

Gee r hell to be a starving 
oil carte/ 

Gee t it's heil to be a starving 
oil cartel 


Gops.„sorry P fans! Here's Pink Lloyd, 
followed by BJondy! 


Dye my brown hair blonde , 
producer 

Squeeze my body in 

Freaky clothes that fit no looser 

Than salami skin; 

That and makeup by the jar 
Are the makings of a starI 
Sell me! To the teens who go 
broke to wear designer jeans 
Sell me! To these twits f you can 
market me tike Tab or Schlitz 
Sell me I 


Well, that's it for now, dinosaurs! 
See ya next issue! 



WSr W 



SkSJ ' M 2 




1 JP 


Jjfir 


ft 


i i 

mm - -- 

> 01 ‘ -V 
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...ANDTHE BORING REALITY. 



Artists: Ed Hannigan and Al Milgrom 
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THE 

DUCK 

SECTION 


CMZY MAGAZINE 


SATIRE 

PARODY 

SPACE-FILLER 


Writer: Steve Skeates 


Artists: Pat Broderick and Armando Gil 



is It true what the chubby set says — 
that thin may be “in”, but fat is where it’s 
at —?? Welt, one thing’s for sure: 
That’s certainly... 


My costume felt a lit¬ 
tle tight this morning! 
And, if Fm going to 
dress like this, I can’t 
afford to get fat! 


That’s why l 
picked up a copy 
of the famous 
Scaresyou Diet! 
This'll heip me 
lose twenty 
pounds in two 
days! 


If it'll make you /j 


feel any better, 
111 even admit 
I've always liked 
my women with 
a little meat on 
their bones! 


^ww, c'mon, Bev— must you ■■ 
always go hog-wild and over- 
board over every foolish new fad r^ 
that comes down the pike? pi- 


HOWAPDtheDUCK/ 


mm 

m 

m 

m 

mm 




% 


Jl 

TJui 



I want 
some 

meat! 


i 


And, by mere coincidence, meat is also the 
subject of conversation elsewhere in this ever- 
expanding cosmos, as suddenly an attractive 
young Indian maiden expectorates 
resoundingly... 


Yick and bJehh! 
Fm sick of 
eating these 
dumb nuts and 
berries! 
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And there ne¬ 
ver were any 
caribou here 
in the first 
place! 


Tippi, there's some sort of a pros* 
pector up ahead! 


Hiawatha, old man! My 
name is Tippi Canoe and 
this is my traveling com- 
panion, the Tyler II, a 
highly sophisticated 
computer! We were won¬ 
dering if you knew of any 
place around here where 
we could get some meat! 


This chunk of rock was only big enough for one silly 
elk, and you finished him off as soon as we got here! 
And spent a week picking your teeth with his bones! 



Just push the canoe! We're heading out to 
find some new hunting grounds! 


Suits me just fine! 
I've been getting 
rather sick of this 
place, anyway! 


Well, f aint left my claim here in 
six weeks, but I hear tell there T s 
an old diner what just sprung up 
down the slip-stream a piece! 


Y’know, 
someday I’m 
gonna hafta 
get up off my 
asteroid and 
go see iff'n 
that diner's 
there or not... 



Don't be gross, 
Howard! I'm takii 
this diet very seri 
ousiy! 


Wait a minute, princess! Sue 
denly my detector-circuits are 
clicking away to beat the band! 


Rest assured, old-timer The diner s there all right, as well 
as a bus station, a burlesque house and a duck.,. 


C’mon t Bev! Quit starving 
yourself! Let s go over to 
the diner and grab our¬ 
selves a couple of grease> 
burgers! 

/Tyr" 


A diner's not 
quite what I 
had in mind, 
but there it is! 
So, I guess.,. 





f* A duck?? That lit- 
tie shrimp smo- 
' king the big cigar is 

a duck? 


That strange creature over there— 
that’s a duck! 


My forefathers tofd me of ducks, of 
I course. And of the great duck bar¬ 
becues they used to have! But I al¬ 
ways thought a duck would be a 
much larger beast! 
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Don't be so impatient! i antic! 
pated your wishes, princess* 
arid Tm already revving up! 


Uh-oh! I miscalculated slightly! My aim was a 
bit off, \ used way too much power and I didn’t 
figure anyone would be holding a mirror! The 
ray's being deflected back towards us! But, be* 
sides that— 


What? You mean 
we're gonna get 
fast-fricasseed? 


Still, computers never lie! So, use 
your micro-wave beam on him! Fast- 
fricassee him for me! 


hurry 


mon 


star 



Not from where I 
stand! 


Wahooo 


mst admit, Howie— my cheeks have been 
joking a little chubby lately, haven’t they? 


‘wjlfim Hmmph! Wonder what happened 


over there! Thought there was a 
girl and some kind of crazy trash 
container standing over there, 
but now there's nothing but a pile 

of ashes! 


And I also won¬ 
der what in blue 
blazes Bev is 
blissfully cater¬ 
wauling about! 




Hmmph! Some way to celebrate losing weight! 
That's her third banana split, and there's prob¬ 
ably more to come! 


Bev and I may have a lot in com¬ 
mon, but still I doubt that I'll ever 
really understand these crazy 
hairless apes! 
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CREAMM6 CONTEST! 


Screaming is even more fun than slamming down hard on piano keys with your elbows, and it's much better to scream than to 
take something that doesn't belong to you. So, if you want to have a real swell time, get all of your friends together in your 
house and have a screaming contest. V 


Some Things You 
Can Scream: 

"Nanoo, nanoo, arr f 
arr,arr! M 

“The British are 
coming! The British 
are coming!" 


Award the reddest- 
faced scream the 
"Lacerated Larynx 
Award". 



Good doesn't always triumph over evil, more often than not they end up in a tie. And so f in a nutshell, I've told von what's 
wrong with the world, but now you must tell me... 

WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE ? 






Look carefully. There are four hidden errors in these pictures. Find them, and write the answers below. 

1._ 2. ___ 3. _ 4._ 

























































































CATVERTIBLE 

Let your cat take advantage of those 
warm T sunny summer days and 
prowl the neighborhood with his top 
down. 



GREYCAT BUS 

1, Paint a picture of a bus on a cardboard 
shoe box, 

2, Cut holes in shoe box for your cat's 
eyes, legs, and tall. 

3, Put cat in box and replace the cover, 

4, You’re ready to roiL 


















































































































Lights! Camera! Action! This is your big chance to audition for the role of a show biz personality. Don’t 
worry about talent or ability. You don’t need them to play this part. All you need is the proper Tinsel Town 
gear. 



Writer: Michael Pellowski Artist: DonPerlin 


A terry cloth bathrobe for 
wearing when not in 
nude scenes 


Perfect stiff hair that never 
moves (it T s best to get a crew cut 
and buy a wig). 


Pearls given to 
you by a famous 
.married 
politician. 


A perfect little cut — 
sey nose that is the 
result of 82 hours of 
plastic surgery. 


Aunt Jemima heavy-duty 
pancake makeup that 


£ blots out zits, blackheads 
% _and pot marks. 


Hip weights to be 
worn under clothing 
to make you wiggle 
excessively when 
you walk. 


A super mold gir¬ 
dle that reduces 
your waist, 
pushes up your 
bosom and 
rounds out your 
hips. 


Support pantyhose 
that shape your tree 
trunk legs into lovely 
_stems. 


A trophy for being a former 
beauty queen (Miss Idaho Po¬ 
tato Spud is good enough). 


One set of nervous-nibble 


^ proof long-lasting glue 
fingernails. 


A see-through 
blouse to wear 
to auditions 
and interviews, 
so producers 
can see what 
Kind of stuff yo 
kind of stuff 
you're made of. 


Assortment of 
wet T—shirts. 


A string bikini skimpy 
enough to iasso a roie for 
you in a muscle beach sur- 
_ fing movie. _ 


An instama 
tic Inflata¬ 
ble casting 
couch to 
help you de 
monstrate 
your acting 
ability to di 
rectors. 


A sheer, slinky, 
sexy, low, fow cut 
dress to wear to 
Hollywood parties 
so photographers 
can get plenty of 
cheesecake shots 
of your cupcakes. 


An album of clippings from 
gossip papers that claim 
you broke up the happy 
marriage of several well- 
known hollywood couples 
(the clippings are based on 
rumors you start). 


so you can change ■—^ 
the color of your hair ^ 


A paste-on Shirley 


Some nude pho¬ 
tos of yourself 
to send to girlie 
magazines so 
you can pretend 
to be shocked 
when they're 
published. 


emple dimple. 


A case of fake 



A card— 

diamonds you 


board star 

can claim were 


to tack to 

given you by 


the door of 

past lovers. 

ISA 

your room. 


CRAZY’S QUICK GUIDE TO A CAREER AS... 

"d HOUVUIOOD STHR!" 
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A dozen assorted 
Sammy Davis Jr. imita— 
tion gold necklaces to be 
worn all at the same 
time. 


Acme A-i pro crib sheets 
for writing down lines 
you didn't study and 
can’t remember. 




One Robert Redford wig 
for handsome hero roles. 



A paste-on mus¬ 
tache and side¬ 
burns for that in¬ 
stant macho look. 

~7 V~ 




A gold-plated 
pen to flash 
when you sign 
autographs. 


A beach boy gol¬ 
den tan which 
came from a sun 


Deluxe sunglasses with 
your name written on the 
frame so people will re¬ 
cognize you when you’re 
incognito. 


One stick-on 
^ chest toupee 


for use under 
your Engle— 
bert shirt to 
give your 
chest that 
hairy look. 


A document that 
legally changes 


your first name to 


something like 
“Rock 15 , "Zero' 1 , 
or IJ Yul M . 


An official Englebert 
Humperdink silk shirt 
open to the navel. 


One Telly Savalas 
baldy wig for bad- 
guy roles. 


A Robert Conrad battery to wear 
on your shoulder in bars so you 
can dare tough guys to knock it 
off, 


A pair of tapered 
Gucci slacks 
that are so tight 
you can't sit 
down without 
cutting off circu¬ 
lation to several 
vital areas. 


One giant deluxe tmi 
tation ruby pinky ring 


A diploma from the Ethel 
Barrymore Correspondence 
School Of Acting. 


Ajumbo bottle of 
"Brute 11 cologne so 
you can smell like a 
beast(great for get- 
"Tarzan" or "Planet 
Of The Apes 11 roles). 


One JohnTravolta 
wig for cool-guy 
roles. 


One pair ot high-rise 
adjustable elevator 
shoes so you can 
walk around like a big 
big star. 




A copy of Sir Laurence 
Olivier’s "Jiffy GuldeTo 
Shakespearean Acting In 
Ten Easy Lessons". 


Keys to a sports 
car you use to 
score with girls. 


A set of perfectly 
shiny capped teeth 
guaranteed not to 

if zi 




A Cary Grant 
chin cleft sur¬ 

chip, crack, or turn 
yellow. 



gically pro¬ 
duced. 
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GROSS ENCOUNTERS PART 3 


THE INDIAN GIVER 
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CRAZY would like to do a take-off on an Intelli¬ 
gently-done, hard-punching TV show about 
some innocent souls with a lot of growing up to 
do, and who indulge in a popular sport. But 
we’ll save “Bowling For Dollars” till next timet 
For now, you’ll just have to be content with... 




Writer: Murad Gumen Artists: Murad Gumen and Alan Kupperberg 



That’s 

Salaami! 


Murad and 

pf&ggs 


'BONUS 


They—they're (sniff!) 
making fun of me, 
coach! 


Gee, Coolit! 
Maybe you 
should take it a 
little easier with 
those slam 
dunks of yours! 




Aw, Gallstone is a wishy- 
washy little jerk! 


Now cut that out, Haywire! WeVe 
all on the same team here, and I 
won't have you cal I ing each other 
names! Now suppose you shake 
Gallstone's hand and apologize 
to the wishy-washy little jerk! 


Hey, ain't they 
the new guys 
tor this TV 
season? 


Chee.„how can 
we expect 
people to notice 
us when there 
are so many of 
you guys! 

Nobody can 
even get your 
names straight! 


Whaddaya mean? 
We know who we 
are! Right, 

Lingumi? 






























































Oh, hi Saber! Thought l r d sign up Mr. Frank here forth© team! He T s a 
transfer student from Germany — said he floated in this morning! 


Coach Peeves! What is 
the meaning of this? 


All the way from Europe? That's a 
long trip by boat! 


Boat? Who said 
anything about a 

boat? 


Bet he plays a mean game of basketball, huh? 


Aw, c’mon, Saber! Vm tired of 
our rapid-fire exchanges and 
constant bickering, so let’s 
not start... especially when 
we f re so crazy about each 
other! 


What...uh..*makes you say that? And, don't you think 
he a little older than high school age? 


You may not 
have a team any¬ 
more, because 
all your boys are 

flunking! 


at first.*, but then he swore he 
wasn’t a day over 1501 




























































































































Lemme check attendance and see if all of our cliches are in 
order Nebbish outcast Gallstone: Dumb giant Coolit: 


No-nonsense Haywire: Wise guy Twerp: 

] Chlcano token Gomad: Hali anaspiring boxer 


What about your cliche, coach? The 
teacher who gives up all his time for 
his students!! 


Now that's not true, Reeks! Since when do I go out of my way 
to hetp you guys? Now siddown! Mrs. Backgammon tells me 
you’re all failing your subjects! 


What’s the 
sine of 12, 
coach? 


Soy, what a dumbeli you are, 
Gomad! The sign of 12 Is Virgo! Or 
is it Scorpio?? 


So, I'm gonna tutor 
you! Let's start with 

trigonometry... 


I can see why 
you teach 

basketball! 


So, \ hope you boys 
learned something - 
boys? 


This show goes for 

jrltty realism, see! If 
we blow a shot, we 
keep trying till we 
make it! 


Okay, you animals, 
weVe got a big game 
tonight! Lemme show 
you how to score.,. 


We use Jong camera 
shots so the viewer 
can see the ball go in 
with no faking! 


HEY, YOU GUYS!! 


Dam! 

Missed! 

































































































You girls area pack of sissies! You don't know anything 
about playing basketball! If only you’d cover their 
quarterback and get those bases loaded! 


But enough pep talk! Go out there and remember: “It’s 
how you play the game that counts — as long as you 
win!" 


Gaack! 

Okay, 

coach! 


Whew! The Munchkin High team is killing us 




‘Bologna’s got the ball, 
Coach! 



At last! Go, Coolit! Go, 
mah man! 


Whoopee! Coolit s doin’ 
It, Coach! 

Just get the ball in 
through the hoop, Coolit! 
Right through the hoop, 
Coolit! 



He's doin’ it! He's really 
doin’ it, Coach! 

There you go, Coolit! Get 
it In the hoop, Coolit! 






































































































But you're one of the— (gaa!) 
—fastest learners, by golly! Go out 
there and give it your best shot! 
But remember... teamwork counts, 
so pass the ball! 


Me want play Ja! 


Don't bug me 
now, Frank! 

There's a lot you 
don 1 ! know yet 
about basket¬ 
ball! 


Son, I'm a scout for the pro's, and I’d like to 
sign you up! 


Ha! The Coach will never let you do that 
to the team, mister! 


But look, Coach! He 
knocked them all out! 


What do 
you mean? 
You’re the 
coach! 


MUNCHKJN HIGH 
FORFEITS! 
CADAVER WINS! 








How about me, Mr, Scout?? Take 
me, too! 1 See, I still haven't lost my 
touch! 


I’ve bad news, 
boys. With the 
awful grades you 
all have, forget 
about the team! 


As a retired pro with a low 
paying job teaching a 
bunch of brats, looks like 
there’s only one thing left 
for me to do.,. 


Aw, come 

_v 

| annn!! 




















































ARRGH! HOW CAN YOU PASS UP DEAL LIKE 
DIS? SUBSCRIBE BEFORE SEPT. 30, 1980 
AND SAVE 35% ON YEARLY SUBCRIPTION! 


CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT. 
C/O MARVEL COMICS GROUP 
575 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10022 


Make checks 
payable to 
Marvel Comics 
Group 


Yes! I am a new subscriber and [ want to save 35% on a year’s worth of Mighty 
Marvel’s mirth mag! Saul me Crazy for ! year at only $6.99 (Canada: add 
$ 1.00 per year; foreign: add $2.00 per year). For this paltry sum I will receive 12 
issues of Crazy including 4 Super Specials! (reg.snfts. price $11.00) 

Offer ends Sept. 30, 1980 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY. 


STATE 


ZIP 


L- 

50 


(Please allow ten weeks for first delivery) 


CZ9—80 


_i 


SO TEAR 
THIS COUPON 
OUT WITH 
YOUR TEETH 
AND SHOVE 
IT INTO 
AN ENVELOPE 
WITH A 
CHECK! 
























the clock 
mr 7XLKS 

To you 


THE Clod 
TMTTAti 

TO You 
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Caricatures shown are an artist’s interpretation of what Sea-flaboons couitJ look like, if they looked that way, and are not meant to be a representation of real Sea-Baboons... 
but they might be. Maybe. Sometimes. 

Writer: James Owsley Artist: Al Milgrom 
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